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Pimmit Hills Elementary 


Drinking from The Cup of Forgetfulness 


Swarms of effervescent dust enclosed all who chose to begin their transformation from a 
Personality Spirit into a living, flesh life form. This was the last image I remember witnessing 
before drinking from the Cup, the Cup of Forgetfulness. Yes, that image left an indelible stamp on 
my brain...from swarm to form, for all entities awaiting their assignment to Terra Firma. Who or 
what exactly these entities were before their transformation remained a great mystery to me; I 
know not who “I” was, but simply knew that I was on a mission? What remained so ever clear to 
me though, was the feeling that each and every living life form had an individual quest to perform: 
each spirit volunteered(as “I” have) to exist in a flesh body, a living sentience, to eradicate what 
indiscretion each had made during their existence as a Personality Spirit. To ensure a possible re- 
entry to their higher state and home in Paradise, each had to exercise their Will and accept the 


guidance of the “All” to revise their fate and be forgiven of their transgressions... 


The overwhelming mission of this journey (having drunk from the Cup and not knowing what to 
do to change for the “better”) was “their” quintessential quest for the restoration of Soul/Spirit 


homogeneity to ensure an everlasting existence with our Father. 


As I became closer to our maker, I felt compelled, even more, to expose the machinations of my 
life for those who can relate and for those who are curious about human nature. Some of the 
events in my life are not pretty; these are the salient aspects that can be analyzed to further 
understand, perhaps, why we do the things we do. My gut tells me that the whole world is waking 


up to the revelation of truth via God’s plan; I believe it began at the year 2012. 


My story is for humanity, especially those who may have had or currently having similar 
experiences in their life. For those who are, at this moment, going through life in fear and disarray, 
remember who helped me; if he can guide me, he can guide you as well via his helping angels. 
Not having my Father and Mother or any other relative to rely on as far as moments of memory, I 
have dug deep, with the help of my siblings and the Lord. Pulling myself up by my “bootstraps” 
helped me not to place blame nor ignore my responsibilities to man and the Lord—it really did not 
take that long. Cause and effect expose the machinations and unconscious bias of everyone’s life, 
especially their childhood; blame begins back to the original sin, not im the middle of someone’s 


life who had not the power to stop the evil things man does to his own kind. 


Again, I hope only to tell a true story without embellishment nor pomp. I am not a writer; it is not 
a requirement in thanking God. Only do my images and memory tell the story, and reveal a truth 
to my life as a lost soul. The subconscious remembers everything and as I write this 


autobiography, many images surface to give a near, replete story of my life. 


“Character cannot be developed in ease and quiet. Only throughout 
experience of trial and suffering can the soul be strengthened, ambition 


ua . i 
Inspired, and success achieved. 


Helen Keller 


CHAPTER ONE: THE FIRST TEN YEAR OSLO — 
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Apartment where Mom left us, forever 


Chiu 


The conception of my life began on 1001 Duke St., Alexandria, Virginia. 


Imagery and memory of my physical life began at age 4 while living in Manassas Park, Virginia on 
McLean Street. (developed for retired WW2 veterans) Our little white house had black shutters; it 
kind of stood out from the rest of the surrounding homes with attached car ports, etc. Back ın the 
50’s, car ports comprised of two support poles, supporting a roof which is usually attached to the 
house. I believe that most homes in the park were of cinder-block construction with the cookie 
cutter look. So, as I search my memories, images of me riding my cute, little tricycle down the 
narrow, macadam road of McLean Street. As I look to my left I can see a television in one of the 
many houses that graced the continuous, green bank, on which the homes sit; and, as I focus my 
eyes on the television, I can see a moving image of a “Woody the Woodpecker” cartoon and 
thinking, “Wow, that’s on my TV too”. This image has been a significant one since image and 
memory are fused. A great number of my images of the past; however, do not have an associative 


memory of thought or feeling at that moment, as I now think about it. 


I must have had the dirtiest knees in the neighborhood, or perhaps the cleanest, for I remember 
my paternal grandmother vigorously scrubbing each down, reminding me to always keep my knees 
clean. At age 4, being clean was my last priority; I Just wanted to be constantly moving and visiting 
my friends nearby. I do not remember my sister, Katie (name of our paternal grandmother, Kate) 


during life in the park; my brother, Sam, would not be born until 1958. 


Not certain if this home was Grandmother’s or my parents, but I remember her more so than any 
other family member at that time. During the waning months there, I remember hearing the 
distant song of a Whippoorwill while Dad was leaving late that evening; I cried so much because I 
loved my father, then, as my best friend. I do not remember ever being physically abused by my 
parents or any other relative in my whole life. Overall, I think that life in the Park was good; No 


bad memories, Just all positive and good, for what my memories allow. 


I do not remember our move from the Park to my second home, a 2-story brick apartment at the 
very end of a cul-de-sac, minutes away from the Park. My memories are not much fuller here but I 
do remember more about my parents; I was probably 4 or 5 years old. My brother Sam, I believe, 
was born during our brief residence here (his birth certificate says he was born in Manassas). I 
must have had some resentment toward Dad and it probably had something to do with his 
drinking. One day while in the kitchen, I poured out his beer into the little white, single sink and 
peed into the empty can (I remember it was Black Label). I watched him, soon afterwards, picking 
up the can. As he was bringing the can to his lips, he stared at me. His green eyes, I remember, 
had a reptilian look no sooner than he took that first swallow, he spat it out in the sink. Mother 


told Dad to take me upstairs to my bedroom and spank me with his black, narrow belt. (style back 


then). He pretended to spank me, for again, he was a gentle man with a strong temper, while I 
pretended to cry. I was sure I was going to get it, though, because of the nasty thing I did to him. 
As I am writing this, I do not remember why we moved from the Park but remember Katie and I 
being taken to a nearby neighbor, apparently “friends” of the family; this is my first recollection of 
mental and physical abuse. It entailed me standing in a corner with one leg and Katie having to eat 
beets, which she had previously thrown up. There were probably other incidences of this type, but 
my memory is incomplete. I am hoping there was no sexual abuse, as I do not think occurred. 
Getting back to the apartment; however, the last image I saw was Mother leaving the house telling 
us that she was going to the Five and Dime. I believe her mother was with us but not sure if that 
was a real event or my wishful thinking, hoping that no mother would ever leave her children 
alone. As I look back I realized that at Mother’s age, at 18 and Dad’s at 31, the odds were against 
having a long-term marriage for a nuclear family. A note of interest here is the fact that children 
raised in a non-nuclear family are perhaps better off as compared to the less dimensional, and 
varietal upbringing. Narrowing it down as far as why the marriage/courtship was a failure could be 
compounded by Dad’s drinking; any other causes could only be conjectured.....She never 
returned. Later that day, I see my father walking home from work looking to his left at the picture 
window I was peering out; after that image, I remember nothing; the age range then would be from 
five to six. I say this because I remember schooling afterwards and based her departure time 
between 09-30-1958 and 10-18-1960. The brief stay with my maternal grandma is one without my 
siblings for they were taken to my dad’s friends, the Kirby’s; apparently, Grandma could not take 
on all at one time and opted with me. I remember Grandma’s cow that she raised for milk and 
butter—it was a Brown Guernsey, I recall. Her kitchen had the old hand pump at the sink to draw 
the well water outside. I loved riding my 24-inch bike in her back yard. There were many dirt 
paths that I made and many I followed. This was my second bike and I had many more later in 
my life. The bike gave me a feeling of freedom and I loved the fresh air blowing in my face as I 
raced up and down those paths. School days are a blur, but do remember playing; that day as I 
was out playing (Marshall Elementary), I had fallen and a reed stuck up my nose. I believe I was 
taken to the hospital and remember the doctor pulling it out. Afterwards, perhaps a year, I was 
again, united with Katie and Sam. The Kırby’s little home was about 800 sq. ft. and housed their 
two boys, me and my siblings and parents which totaled 7 people. Being small, however, I never 
felt cramped. It had a full basement where we bathed and plenty of playing area in their 1.5-acre 
lot. The special treat of having a river in our back yard, gave me more things to do and explore. 
One evening Sam and I tried to scare Katie by placing a coconut shell in the basement’s bathroom 
window. She looked up and was frightened to death when she saw that ugly, carved face in the 


coconut that we had found by the river while looking for cannonballs. 


Fishing off the bank of the Bull Run river and swimming were my first delights. The older boy, 
Carl, showed me how to make a raft and ın the winter, we would attempt to ıce skate ın the “safe” 
areas of the river. Searching for cannonballs or painting little turtles’ shells was our daily routine 
and we had so much fun. The street we lived on was a sloping, dirt road and it proved valuable for 
us in the winter. Cars could not make it up, without sliding in the ditch or not moving at all, except 
moving backwards. We capitalized on that situation and used the road for sleigh riding—it was like 
we had the whole block to ourselves; furthermore, the road ended about 50 yards, so not much 
traffic at any season. Carl and I bonded like brothers and memories of anyone else are still hidden 
in the recesses of my brain, but on occasion, a few escapes and reveal images and memories. His 
brother, Robert, was born with Alcoholic Fetal Syndrome (FAS) and was not as active nor as 
social. A haunting image of Robert (an image that I will never forget) squatted in one of the 
kitchen corners in his underwear sipping from a bottle of whiskey. Sam, myself, Carl and Robert 
shared one bedroom with a set of bunk beds. A memory block about the sleeping arrangement 1s 
perhaps a good thing. My second incident of abuse came when Mrs. Kirby would want to put a 
dress on me and say go outside and play. I don’t remember multiple occurrences of her insidious 
behavior, but that one time was enough for me. She also diapered me, in front of all, before 
bedtime since I was a bed wetter. This image of Mrs. Kirby diapering me in this fashion, left a 
mark on me to this day. This part of my life at age 7 was one of my worst memories and maybe 
the worst of all my life. When I say “worst,” I mean to say its “negative” effect on my behavior, 


then and now. 


If my memory serves me right, during school one morning, we students were given what looked 
like a Vitamin E gel capsule of sort. Pm thinking, vitamins? but who knows what that was. Can you 
imagine being administered such a thing like this today? This was early 1960 and if anyone 
remembers this in their early school years, talk about it and expose it for what it really is. This 


image was more of a light one, not making me wince like the aforementioned. 


Soon afterwards, we three children were once again whisked away to another family not very far 
from Manassas, ın a little town called Warrenton. Oh, but let’s step back before we leave. It was 
about that dogwood tree that left an impression on my buttock and legs; when instructed by Mrs. 
Rigby to get a switch for a spanking, I go to the nearest tree and snapped a branch off that 
dogwood that Dad had planted years back. When she realized what I did, I got a double spanking, 
one for whatever I did and the fact I had damaged the dogwood tree, the same wood, she 


exclaimed, that was used to make the cross for Jesus. 


As a note here, I have always made sure that wherever I lived, I would try to get a dogwood for the 
yard, not as a reminder though but more the fact that I was looking for redemption, ın fear that I 


would be punished by the Lord for harming Jesus’ tree. 


It’s 1961, or there about, and we are now living with the Frazers, a very strict religious family and 
members of the Church of God. Very brief, broken imagery and memories are all I remember 
here; this concerns me and I hope that the lack of memory is not due to me blocking out negative 
memories. I felt protected though, and overall, the Frazers were a good, God fearing unit. No 
abuse is remembered, but it is always possible that I blocked it. I feel, within a probable degree, 
that most memories of sheltering torpor perhaps cannot be blocked from memory, hence my 


overall, complete memory of previous events in my childhood. 


Only salient points of my life here are remembered such as having my own cap gun with holster 
and wearing the stereotypical cowboy garb that went with it. Food memories always surface, I guess 
because of its strong influence on the taste buds, haha; the aroma and taste of freshly cooked 
cornbread was no exception here. Mrs. Frazer had an iron, porcelain facade, oven large enough to 
feed a family of 6 and more, at each meal preparation. Those cornbread cakes with navy beans 
and onions really hit the spot, even at my young age (to this day, I have no food problems—I can 
eat most anything if it is cooked the way it should be, IMHO. Second grade was fun because of 
what my memory allowed; playing a game of “hide and tell” always evoked cheerfulness and 
happiness. The game would have a student leave the classroom and one person in the room 
would hide. When entering the classroom, the student had to tell the teacher what person was 
missing. It sounds prosaic and simple but back then, at age 7-8, simplicity was giggly, fun. Don’t 
know why, but the hit song, “Sitting on Top of the World”, by Bill Monroe, was fused to my 
classroom memories (song released in 1958). Lastly, before we are again whisked away, I recall 
church events. One involved me hiding under a pew because of I was afraid of the speaking in 
tongue utterances while in prayer. I got my front tooth loosened by the swaying feet of a girl about 
my age, sitting in the pew ın front of mine. So, naturally, how could one not remember such fear; 
but in a church of God? LOL! Watermelon Park made me feel so happy and free. Music 
soothed my soul at that moment in time and it continues to this day. (I have written, composed 
and published nearly 100 tunes, via my laptop, using a top-ranked Digital Audio Workstation 
(DAW). Watermelon park introduced the top national Bluegrass musicians of that era such as 
Scotty Stoneman and Mac Wiseman, to mention a few; Obviously, the Frazers never missed a 
show. The link at the bottom of this page, 1s my song for this book, “A Whispering Imagery of a 
Lost Soul.” 


https://voutu.be/Eokt9sbR7m Y 


About 100 miles above Warrenton rests the township of Remington where I continued Second 
grade. The Longs were to be our last surrogate parents, so to speak, about a year before Dad’s 
marriage to Inga Christensen. I would be around 8 years old or perhaps 9. A clearer imagery of 
life then (1961-1963) is evident, for I remember all three of us together, playing in the huge yard at 
the right of the house. The homestead included a two-story country house, one small barn with 
chicken coups; to the near left, an unfinished home which was to be the future residence of the 
Long’s son, James. This home had a large garden, the first fresh food source for us growing kids. 
I usually helped Mrs. Long pick snaps and peas; the peas were such a hassle to shell, but since I 


loved them, I sort of enjoyed looking forward in picking and shelling more for our next meals. 


Everything seemed like a normal, country style living life style, especially to the few neighbors we 
had on this little dirt road. To keep the road dust from settling on the garden, Mr. Long would 
dump buckets of spent motor oil on the road, directly in front of the house. This worked well and 
all were happy, except for mother earth. The Longs were close to retirement if not already 
receiving social security, and their son James was about 24 or so. We would be his next “victims” 
of child abuse, ın this “normal” appearing homestead. But before I get into that in detail, I want to 
say that his parents were very nice, hard-working, honest Americans who had that down-to-earth 
countenance and mannerism about them. I do not believe, nor do not want to believe they knew 
the sick behavior of James, a sort of willful-ignorance for both them and I? We all played, 
including James, pitching and batting the ball. Not certain what type ball was used but I remember 
the bat being a solid oak, standard baseball slugger. One day while playing, James was up to bat. 
As Katie pitched the ball, Sam ran up behind James, apparently acting as the catcher, and when the 
bat was swung, Sam’s head suffered the full blow of that swing and was “knocked” unconscious and 
was rushed to the nearest hospital. I remember being told by dad, that he and his girlfriend, Inga 
had signed the necessary papers to place Sam on whatever device was needed to keep him alive 
(an oxygen tent was one, if not the only device used, not sure). As it turned out, Sam recovered 
from the massive head blow and we all thanked the Angel of Life, Phanuel, the fourth angel who 
stood by God. This near-death experience that Sam suffered, alarmed dad so much that he had us 
moved to Inga’s home in McLean. I remember helping dad load the truck up with all our 
belongings and Christmas gifts: My Western Flyer bicycle, a pink record player of Katie’s and the 
cowboy accouterments of Sam’s. Sam turned five years old in September 4" 1963, the year we 


were whisked away again, 55 miles north east of Remington, to Fairfax County McLean, Va. 


The problem with James is difficult to elaborate on; I simply want to say that oral sodomy was 
forced upon me for at least most of our stay here. The next event took place in the barn at the rear 
right of house, facing the dirt road. James had all three of us frightened little children undress in 
front of him. As we began undressing, I heard the familiar sound of tires and gravel and peeked 
through the slats of the barn door and saw the Longs driving up the driveway. Nothing happened, 
thank God. Not long afterwards, from my bedroom window, I see Dad drive up the driveway in 
his 1953 black Chevy, with Inga alongside him. ‘These images and memories will never be 
forgotten; it 1s though they occurred yesterday. What helped me to remember the year we left for 
McLean, was a newspaper article about Patsy Kline's fatal airplane accident in March of 1963 (I 
was 9 then). The newspaper image remained very clear to me, as though it was a marker by God, 
to keep a mental record for me to rely on later; the other event was a brief visit by Mother. She 
gave the Long’s our birthday information and that she had paid for a radio announcement 
celebrating one of our birthdays. It’s funny now, watching Mr Long grabbing his rifle when he 
heard the unexpected knock on the door that early Saturday morning. In December, 1962, Mom 
had remarried just before our departure from the Longs; Dad had remarried almost exactly one 


year later to Inga. 


Our stay in McLean was brief and the highlights here entailed getting spanked a lot, eating 
blackberry flummery and visiting the Browns across the street. The blackberry bushes were 
ubiquitous; it was a little haven at the end of this narrow, dead-end road, sheltered by a thick grove 
of trees separating us from the traffic noise of routes 495 and 66. Inga had 3 sons, and her third, 
adopted son, Curtis, who was about a half year older than me. We all took our bikes on this road 
since the adults felt it was safe due to the limited traffic. There were so many bikes one day and I 
remember our neighbor commenting that it looked like a “bike auction” on display. Curtis had an 
English racer, but he seldom road with us. The Browns had one son, Jerry, who was mentally 
challenged. He was older than us, but we all interacted with him in a normal way. I would listen 
to his record collection (Boots Randolph) and build model cars kits; between the both of us, we 
managed to get many models finished but I had a problem with that strong glue which took my 
breath away and we could not keep it off the windshields of some. The glue had a nasty habit of 
running but we were much of the blame,. I remember, just before Halloween witnessing Jerry 
chasing Katie with a shovel in his clutched hands, around his house. I ran over to her rescue and 
screamed at him to stop chasing her and to put that shovel down. I feared him due to his size, but 
my adrenaline/flight scared him more so and he ran inside the house. He did however, during 
“Trick or Treat,” give us all his apples. He complained, as did I, about having to carry our 


ladened bags with all those apples; I threw all of mine away, but very carefully. 


The music I heard on the radıo was much different than the country and bluegrass music I was 
familiar with. There was a contest between two bands, The Beach Boys and the Kinks. They had 
each released a single early 1965 “Do You Want to Dance” and “Tired of Waiting”, respectively. 
I Recall liking the Kinks much more and became familiar with all their later releases Van Halen 
released their cover of that song in 1978; I liked Ray Davies rendition much better. Music, again, 
was a time marker for me. I loved music so much and it did not take long to appreciate this “new 
sound” that seemed to be on everybody’s transistor radio, especially mine. Back to 1963 (between 
April and September), for my memory of 1965 was during the many visits we had with the Browns 
a couple years after our move to Falls Church. I remember more about my siblings as time passed. 
Our new home in Pimmit Hills, a subdivision for veterans back in the 50’s in Fairfax County, was a 
three- bedroom, mid-century modern house. It had the asbestos siding which was not recognized 
as a health hazard then. (This subdivision was very similar to Manassas Park in every aspect). 
Shingles are compressed and coated; the risk of any airborne particles were small. Today, it is 
safely removed or covered with a vinyl siding to minimize cost and labor of its removal. This was 
our first experience, since Mother left us, of living as a nuclear family. Walking to school was so 
different from the usual school bus trips to and from schools before. The walk to school was only 
about 2 to 3 blocks away. I started out in Third grade, but was moved up to Fourth, (that same 
year in 1963) and finished in the Fifth before moving once again. I performed well and excelled 
in running and as a pitcher in the Mclean little league. Curtis played for the Braves and I for the 


Giants; he was very adept to the sport-- I had the arm and he had the batting skills. 


Mrs. Hughes, my fourth-grade teacher, was a fantastic teacher. She knew each student’s abilities 
and encouraged all to be competitive. She had the tools as well to further assuage and develop our 
special skills. We were fortunate to have a kiln for our pottery class, a television, a movie projector 
and special, vinyl blinds that covered a wide berth of our classroom windows (we had the 
playground view and it was distracting our attention, but in a good way most of the time). 
Speaking of competitiveness, it seemed to always hover around me like an annoying gnat. I could 
not walk to school or play at school before someone would want to fight me, out run me or to just 
plain stiff -arm me. I remember protecting Katie, once again, as two male students confronted her. 
I ran interference thinking they were being ignorant but perhaps they Just wanted to chat. After my 
experience being a new comer, I was on protection mode for at least a couple of months. The 
little scrap I had with Mark (he was the jock type and an excellent athlete) on our way to school 
ended up in a draw; the scuffle was quickly broken up by a nearby adult. Soon afterwards, I was 
treated with more respect. With inevitable interaction with my fellow classmates, they learned 


more about me, as I with them. 


I have to say that school life here was the most exciting one I’ve experienced thus far. The 
education was exemplary and the students were smart and very competitive. Just before lunch 
break while watching Madame Slack (the French teacher on one of the many teaching programs 
lessons we watched on the classroom’s TV), our lesson was interrupted by the Huntley-Brinkley 
report on NBC, reporting that President John F. Kennedy had been shot by an unknown gunman. 
When the bulletin was progressing, it was reported that he had died at the Parkland hospital in 
Dallas Texas. Mrs. Hughes excused herself from the classroom; I could see that she was very 
distraught and in tears upon exiting the room. Before I knew it, we were all on a bus, visiting 
Kennedy's grave site in Arlington, Va. in an unscheduled but very important field trip. That 
eternal flame image (that marked his grave site) remains in my head as I am confident it has for 
most of us Americans. Inga and Dad were married a month later which earmarked the end of 


1963 and a broken family to the beginning of a new life, in a tentative- nuclear family, once again. 


Life at home was less exciting and more nail-biting in a sense for all of us siblings. Remember the 
phrase, “A wolf in sheep’s clothing”? Well, that was Inga. She seemed vindictive toward us 
behind Dad’s back but never had any compunction to be coquettish, in a sneaky way, ın his 
presence. Inga was socially attractive and well-received by her customers and friends. As a 
seamstress, these characteristics were important to her and anyone who deals with the public. It 
became obvious to me that she was attracted to younger men and boys, in my case. Her behavior 
affected me sexually, and I began to enjoy her sexy attire and mannerisms; I realize later that this 
was the causal reason why I gravitated to older women throughout my life. It was hell, the 
impossibility of reason, living this way, knowing that Dad would find out. Little did I know, but 
perhaps he knew and kept a keen eye on the situation in case there was a physical approach from 
Inga, a willful ignorance, if you will. The obvious sexual encounter that most would assume, never 
happened—it was all a mental game of sexual allurement and tactics. I believe she knew what 
would have happened to her marriage (not to mention her reputation) if any physicality was to be 
performed; perhaps, this is where she “drew the line” in her “conscious mind”. I approached 
Dad about my encounter with James Long, but nothing happened and I remember feeling sad 
because something should have been done about it. Parents knew more about human behavior 
better than I, but that thought never surfaced to my reasoning since it required a degree of 
“srowing up”, which takes time. One of many examples of Inga's behavior would be her lying on 
the coach, late in the evenings, in her short nighty. She would pretend to be asleep but knew all the 
while that I could, from the opposite end of coach, see her allurement, as it were. Dad, sitting in 
his favorite chair while watching TV, would glance over at her and me occasionally but never said 


anything about it. 


My chore was to empty the trash and to keep the receptacle clean as a whistle. As a matter of 
import, the whole house was like a museum and no one would dare to forget and take off their 
shoes before entering at any time, that I can remember. If that plastic receptacle had any speck of 
dirt, I would get spanked over her lap, with the back of her hair brush until I cried. Her spankings 
became sort of a vicarious, sex ritual, I believe, for she never spanked me while Dad was around. I 
remember during all this abuse, of never having any sexual desire for any of the girls I liked in 
school: I only had these lustful feelings for Inga. As far as Sam and Katie, I do not remember any 
form of sexual abuse to them from anyone. There was mental abuse, for sure, to all of us. An 
image of Sam on our swing set, wearing a diaper upset me but I had no one to talk to about it, 
especially with all that was happening to me. It got so bad and having no one to go to for help, I 
ran away from home with my next-door neighbor, Mark; he emoted to me many times before that 
he was afraid of his abusive father. We ended up in McLean about 2-3 miles north of home. I 
believe the police spotted us and loaded up our bikes and took us back home. Not that there 
weren't some memories of “fun” times at home. I consider myself a well-behaved child at the 
young age of 10. One bad/good trait; however, of mine was being a snoop. Looking for lost 
objects, having to know what direction I was facing, and the lay of the land. While in my snoop 
mode, I found things no child should see. In the Master bedroom, for example, I was looking for 
my radio that Inga had apparently hidden: I found it in her panty drawer. She said nothing about 
it to me. Thinking back, she was playing a game of chess with me; we both excelled in the game; 
however, we never played the real game together. I would play out doors beneath the dogwood 
tree with my friend Dana. His parents were deaf-mutes and watching their interaction with one 
another, was both strange and exhilarating. The Christmas card under the bed was the most 
shocking. Had I found the radio firstly, I may have never known about Santa raising a cup of hot 
chocolate to his lips while simultaneously, well you get the picture. I did get in trouble, though for 
allowing the boys’ bedroom to be attacked by baby praying mantises. I had found an egg case of 
the praying mantis outside my bedroom window, the window that overlooked Mark’s house, on a 
branch of our pussy willow tree. I simply raised the window, snapped off the branch and placed it 
under the desk lamp. Not sure if any survived, for they were hatched too soon. I had not begun 
making a jar container for them. Dad performed the necessary discipline and whipped me with 
his thin, black belt (customary back then). Playing kick ball with Dana, Curtis, Sam and Katie 
was one of our favorite group sports. Baseball was our second-best sport; I enjoyed the time Curtis 
and I would throw the ball to each other. Throwing fast balls to practice catching line drives, was 
much fun for it gave me the pitching practice I needed for the Giants. The entire back yard was 
like a playground with a small swimming pool near its middle. I would circle the outer most part of 
our fenced yard with my western flyer. Over the years, I had stripped the bike and painted it 


yellow. Not sure if I got in trouble or if I had permission -- hopefully the latter. 


I eagerly pulled my wagon full of “pop bottles” (attached to bike before it was stripped) to the local 
Kroger store, a one-mile distance away. At two cents a bottle, we were able to get each an ice 
cream with change left over. During the winter, throwing snowballs and making igloos out of the 
snow drifts that covered our hedge row that divided Dana’s yard from mine, was more fun than 
making those proverbial snowmen—we thought that was kid stuff. Nevertheless, Mr. Snowman 


would appear in our front yard with a little persistence and supervision from Inga and Dad. 


Music and images/memories seem to merge; I associated Dad’s new truck and the new release 
“Paint it Black”, by the Rolling Stones. This time marker told me it was 1966 A redesigned Chevy 
pickup in 1967, was parked in our drive, alongside the hedge row; it was black and Dad bought it 
in late ‘66. Those chrome bumpers with that shiny new paint job looked so surreal, contrasted by 
the snow drift/igloo; Throwing snowballs was fun but throwing them at street lights and across the 
street was not a wise thing to do. I loved throwing so much that during that winter, one snowball 
struck the windshield of a young lady’s car. She slammed the brakes, almost hitting a parked 
Corvette, got out of the car and chased all the usual suspects to the backyard. Well, little did she 
know that it was me who threw that snowball. I did not run and stood there shaking and scared, 
and told her that I had thrown it. She was so upset, but she never scolded nor threatened me, and 
quickly got in her car and drove off. I never told anyone the true story, so they had no clue as to 


whose snowball was the culprit. 


Picture taken while visiting all the homes where we used to live. One can see the dogwood tree in 
front of Katie's bedroom 


Tome in Pimmit Hills 


Chapter 2 
1964-1972 


Lm 
hen 


I believe a year before, maybe two (‘64-’65) began the 77-mile trips to the Farm. These trips 
eventually culminated our stay in Pimmit Hills as we were transitioning to a new home in a small 
town called Unionville. Unionville had a post office, a Southern States feed store and the 
Unionville elementary school which Sam attended. The farm consisted of a 25-acre wooded 
parcel of land at the bottom of its long sloping wooded driveway. At the driveway’s beginning, a 
large 2-story house, occupied by Mrs. Lewis, was the only house within miles that was visible. The 
James’ adjacent lot, however, had Black Angus cattle. Some would stray over the fence onto our 
property and destroy the cherry tree saplings that we had recently planted. The 2-story house that 
was on the property was abandoned; it was renovated by us and an addition was added as a laundry 
room that joined the kitchen’s exterior entrance. The farm soon became a cherry orchard; 
thirteen hundred trees took up 13 acres of unwooded land. Dad and Mr Brown had designed an 
x/y graph and augured its intersections from or tractor. Drilling 13-hundred holes for these little 
switches was truly a task but all was completed, in record time. A pond was dug out at an area 
where there were at least 11 springs. The bank was wide enough to accommodate the Ford tractor 
and the water tanks for the seasonal insecticide control of the trees. I remember the first season 
hand picking each Japanese beetle while feeding them in a can of gas. We each was promised five 
cents a bug, but when all said and done, we got maybe a dollar or two; it was fun however, thinking 
about how much money I would get. Our pond was stocked primarily with Perch and Bluegill but 
I seldom fished. Dog paddling at first, then from a crawl to a backstroke (never got to the butterfly 
stroke) was our training lesson given by our “trainer”, Inga. Swimming is, hands down, the closest 
activity that gave me the real feeling of freedom, for the exception of the long walks in the 
surrounding woods. The fear of snakes in or outside the pond was always with me, for I had two 
recent, unpleasant encounters with a water moccasin while in the boy scouts and a black snake 
which I had nearly stepped on as it slithered beneath the cool house. The fear of snakes remained 
with me to this day. Not far from the pond were three gardens: the melon garden being closer to 
the creek.. Dad and I loved gardening. The soil was perfect near the woods and house but most 
of the orchard soil was red and deficient in nitrogen. It was necessary to apply a ring of Urea 
nitrogen fertilizer around each tree, and then later, rub down each sapling's trunk with pork lights 
(lungs). Rabbits loved the cherry tree bark and would leave a complete strip of exposed trunk 
flesh; the trees, being so young, would eventually die and something drastic had to be done. 
Getting back to the garden, every vegetable planted grew healthy and large. I weighed one of the 
many cabbages, at 13 pounds; it was so big that it had split in the middle, as if saying, “Pm not 
getting any greener, so take me.” The entire back of the house was full of blackberries, walnut 
trees and rare raspberries bushes. Dad said this was a perfect area for the cabbage/vegetable 
garden; the garden for the mustard greens et al, was in the low area at the far-right of the house 


near the James’ bob-wired property. We had a smoke house, a stone-lined well and a root cellar 


(never completed) also at the rear of house. The well water was sweet and tasty, not like the water 
in Pimmit Hills. The pump in the well house was immediately replaced so that we could have 
running water in the house. Before the pump replacement, we had to pour water in the commode 
to flush it. Not sure how we bathed at the outset. I did not see any bars of soap on the pond bank, 
thank God, haha. Sam remembered the two pigs that our uncle had given us to raise. Dad built a 
pen for them near the pond at the woods’ edge, hence the smoke house. I remember Uncle 
Teal’s farm -raised hams he used to give us but for some reason, I do not remember the pigs. Dad 
would hickory smoke all hams, given or raised, until completely cured. He had to tie a cinder 
block or two on all the rat traps, else they would run off with the trap behind them. Sam fed our 
little pigs morning glories each morning before school, as that was one of many chores we had. 
Life here was like being in heaven, well almost. Had it not been for Inga’s problem and Dad’s 
constant trips to Uncle Franks’ toward the end, perhaps we would be spending Swanson money 
and eating their cherry pies to this day. “The “Farm” as we called it, was a real fine place to be. 
Inga’s two sons Larry and Billy visited some, as did her brother Jim and his family. We would sit 
in the front yard in the cool evenings, singing to Inga’s guitar strumming and her brother-in-law’s 
ukulele. We had plenty of room in this old house; the Browns from McLean would also visit us 


quite often to help us with our orchard duties and concerns. 


Once we moved in for good, after months of commuting back and forth from Falls Church to 
Unionville, we children settled in and prepared for school (beginning in September, 1966) while 
Dad and Inga set out in opening their new shop in downtown, Orange. Dad was a painter and 
Inga a seamstress. They together made enough money to keep us going and then some. I never 
realized how successful we all were. Middle School here was easy, but limited financially, 
compared to other Virginia schools, especially schools in Fairfax County. I used to read my 
favorite books in class and often scolded for not paying more attention in class. This was 6" grade 
and I remember having a teacher for each major subject. "The class elected me to be the SGA 
secretary; since I was the only student who could spell, I accepted the challenge. The girls loved 
me as I did them, fun wise. My English teacher like me so much that she would show her legs off 
in an alluring way as to get me aroused or at least my attention. She toyed with me many times, but 
my fear kept me at a distance, even though I loved the attention. I was fascinated with the UFO 
phenomena long before our farm trips; UFO stories were very numerous in the 50’s and 60’s 
media. Most books, as you may have guessed, that I read, was about the UFO phenomena. I read 
other, more acceptable and educational ones like Homer’s “Odyssey” and the Iliad and 
Dostoevsky’s “Crime and Punishment”, but I became a believer of an alien race that flew these 
beautiful, well-designed crafts, and read voraciously about them. My all-time favorite book was the 
“Wizard of Oz”, especially the movie. I became familiar with the story's underlying meaning 


concerning gold and silver in the money market, etc., much later. 


Over a field clearing about a mile from the farm, incidentally, is where we all saw a UFO. It was 
hovering about two tree-top levels as if waiting for us as we made a right turn toward Route 522 for 
home; no one, except Sam and I remembered that evening encounter. I watched it until it 
disappeared in the distance, on a path toward Fredericksburg, Va. A vehicle on Rt.. 522 had 
stopped as the UFO flew over Rt 522; I was happy I remembered this car; it was more evidence 
that I could hold on to, in case I was imaging all of this. Later, while in the Air Force, I found a 
book on UFO’s titled “Missing Time” by Bud Hopkins. I wrote him about our encounter but he 
never sent the customary hypnotist to collaborate my story. I remember arriving home about an 
hour later than usual because I overheard Dad comment to Inga about the time. Nothing more 
was said about this encounter until much later; it was only discussed between Sam and I since the 
others, Dad, Inga, Katie and Curtis never remembered that scary night. It had a red-orange glow 
to its oval shape, which by judging from the relative size of its surroundings, I think it was about 30 
or more meters across. A second similar incident took place later after our final move. Dad and I 
were at the edge of the wooded driveway returning home one night. I do not remember this event, 
but Dad told me that he saw a bright, white globe, shaped object hovering over the orchard. He 
said it disappeared in a flash, leaving him scared. My interest in UFOS was lost not long ago from 


this writing as I now believe the phenomena may be human/fallen angel technology, not alien at all. 


Never a dull moment in my life at the Farm, which spanned nearly two years, commuting back and 
forth on weekends and the eventual, final move. A Baptist Church was only a mile from the farm. 
This is where we turn, traversing the little dirt road that intersects Rt. 522, for home. Years after, 
Sam would be living on Rt 522 in the opposite direction of Culpeper and heading toward the small 
town of Mineral, in Louisa County. Upon reflection, concerning our UFO sighting, it is a curiosity 
and somewhat strange that we all responded to this light, but only Sam and I remember the entire 
sighting. During this time in our gradual move to the farm, I saw two F-106 Delta Darts fly over 
our vegetable garden at near-tree top level. This was so foreign to me, having never witnessing 
such proximity of any aircraft at that speed and altitude. From then on, after this visual experience, 


I set my mind to volunteer in the USAF; this would be roughly 6 years later in 1972. 


As concerning Inga, nothing really changed as far as her mental abuse in her flirtation toward me. 
She never changed her desire for younger men, nor did her hatred of my intelligence. Whenever 
I drew something or try to fix things, she would get so hyped and I just felt like running away from 
her. Well, once again, I ran away from home. She was bitching at me one day because I was 
repairing Curtis’ bike, and had fixed it. I ran across the orchard, crossed the barb-wire fence of the 
James’ and just kept running. I ended up at the Boy Scout building and crawled through an open 
window and rested.. Later, I saw our red station wagon heading toward me (they must have seen 
me nearing the building as they drove by on Route 20). I got in the car and was taken back home 
(3-4 miles). Dad whipped me, not because I ran away, but more so, the fact that I had called Inga 
a “bitch” while fleeing the scene. Cussing was never used nor tolerated; that was the number One 
rule and secondly, proper table manners. Though dad drink, he never laid a hand on me and he 
very seldom drink at home, hence his frequent road trips to Uncle Frank’s. With the combination 
of dad’s untimely absences and Inga’s behavior toward me, things started falling apart. Inga and 
Katie had left the farm and moved nearby our shop. Dad took me and Sam to my Aunt Louise's 
(dad’s half- sister); I was enrolled in a nearby, intermediate school for at least a year. My parents, 
for about another year, got back together, but Inga’s attitude toward me (about the same sexual 
allurement at this period in my life) never waned, nor did dad’s persistent absence. After about 4-5 
years of this unstable marriage, Ingra filled for a divorce in 1971 within the purview of 


“abandonment and willful desertion”. 


Katie stayed on with Inga, as well, did Curtis. Dad took Sam and I to the Greens’ whose parents 
were Dad’s girlfriend, Sylvia. The Greens were a very decent, church going couple. Mr. Green 
was the Deacon of the little Wesleyan Methodist church, nestled in the center of the town, 


Mineral. We attended church regularly, sometimes walking there. 


9" grade at Louisa High, was relatively easy academically, but adjusting to the life style of the 
people here, was a challenge. I never hunted nor chew tobacco, but tried both out of curiosity and 
social acceptance. I got sick off the chewing tobacco and I never enjoyed hunting because I loved 
animals too much. I went along with dad and a friend of mine, Ricky, but never wanting to kill 
anything but time. The hunting experience was exciting and unfamiliar to me but there was 
enough hunter instinct in me that made it more tolerable. Sports activity then was so, so. I 
quarterbacked a little, while practicing football with class mates, but never vied for the school’s 
team. I signed up in a chess club that was organized and started by my Math teacher; we would 
play students at contiguous schools. We took bus trips to many schools, but for the most part, 
they came to us. Later we played correspondence chess via the postal service and by phone. I 
would help classmates in their Math and English assignments; the school seemed a year behind 
from what I’ve previously been taught. I was later; however, ostracized for joining in a silent vigil 
during Martin Luther’s death, around the school’s flag pole. Integration was at its infancy and I 
believe I was the only white student that held hands, circling the flag, with these 20-plus black 
students (students of color). I later quit school in 11" grade and had my sites on volunteering for 
military service. My dad and Sylvia were not married until February 1972; I joined in the Delayed 


Enlistment Program in 1971 and was sworn in, January 3, 1972. 


I joined the military, not because of any strife at home, for my parents were very good for each 
other and to me, but for the love I have for our country. I missed them, along with the Greens as 
time passed. Sam had taken on a job in Mineral in 1976. God, I believe (and so does Sam) 
introduced a wonderful person to Sam and to this day, they are very close spiritually; Katie, Joined 


in holy matrimony about one year after my induction. 
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First Photo @ LAFB (1973) 
CHAPTER 3, MILITARY: SIX YEARS 


OF SOUL SEARCHING, 1972-1978 


Basic Training in San Antonio, Texas was like being in a desert and fighting knit-picking insects: 
cold at nights and extremely hot during the day. The insects, here, were the constant inspections 
that popped up out of nowhere. Our Flight consisted of 35 airmen. About 7 to 8 airmen were 
from Virginia, and that was comforting to me. One airman in particular, Robert C. was from 
Mclean, Va. Our beds were coincidentally next to each other. All beds were ın a bay, in a double 
column with our lockers lining both walls. I found out later that his home was only minutes from 
where the police had found Mark and me that time we ran away from home. I was basically the 
class clown, perhaps to cope with the strange and structured life that confronted us all. The early 
morning chow began at 4 am and our rigorous exercises began an hour later. We did not perform 
the obstacle course but did practice fire the M-16 rifle, dry fire only. Basic training was more a 
mental game of petty rules and keeping in shape. We had one airman who could not take this 


tedium and he quit before we all graduated. 


Most all of us went to Biloxi Mississippi for Tech School, including my friend Robert. We were 
both Administrative Techs and graduated in the required, 3-month schooling period. We tried 
cannabis but never really got into it like the others who had attended electronics school. My first 
experience with a gay person occurred in my quarters. He was my roommate and I remember 
him asking if I would hold his pleated shirt while he pulled his slacks up. This procedure kept the 
shirt from sagging over the uniform’s belt line. Nothing happened between us for he knew where I 
stood on my sexual preference; we remained friends, however, and respected one another. I 
played pool down town and learned how to play with one hand. I got pretty good at it and the 
locals loved me. This was the period when Led Zeppelin and Jethro Tull were popular. I recall 
and associate the song “The Immigrant Song” by Led Zeppelin; it was on the jukebox box along 
with other hits of that era. I remember that it was not a song that got much air time and I found it 
curious to hear it on the box. Another song, “Lucky Man” by Emerson Lake and Palmer was on 
the jukebox box as well, in this little bar where I Played pool. I did not drink then and I am 
fortunate that I didn’t because I am sure I would have gotten into many fights—I was sort of cocky 
but was careful not to take on more than I could chew due to my slender build. I was asked to join 
a group of locals, not from my flight, to gang up on “gay guys.” I turned their offer down and they 


never spoke to me afterwards, which was okay with me: Mississippi was wild back then! 


After graduation, we were awarded a week’s vacation; I went with Robert in Mclean and from there 
to Langley Air Force Base. Robert’s father, a retired Air Force Colonel saw to it that our “Dream 
Sheet” (list of favorite bases of our choosing) was answered and fulfilled. LAFB was only hours 
from my home in Mineral and his further north. I was assigned to the Tactical Communications 


Area and Robert was assigned to the Tactical Headquarters Area. We would see each other often 


at the outset of our new assignment but later drifted apart, on a natural basis. The connection with 
Robert, from my running away and being at Langley Air Force base was fortuitous for me for this is 
where I had my” twilight zone” experience. I was test driving a Triumph sports car one day and 
drove it about 11 miles off base. I drove it near Chesapeake Avenue, where Coco Cola Brown 
lived (he invented the bottle opener). I had no clue as to where I was going but eventually, I 
headed back to the base. The little road that I ended up on was a long, gated driveway. I had to 
back up and get back on the main road to Langley; little did I know that I would be living at the 


same spot I ended up. I believe this “twilight zone” experience was an angelic intervention... 


I never anticipated the swarm of invisible mosquitoes at Langley Air Force base. This area of 
Virginia, considered part of Hampton Roads, was only 10 feet above sea level. When it rained, 
sometimes the water level would be half way up an automobile’s grill. The air intake on vehicles 
back then was higher and most cars did not stall as today’s since their air intake is much lower, 
allowing water to be sucked into the motor. The base’s circumference of roughly 7 miles (11 
kilometers) was my favorite route for running. A fellow airman and I used to run this route at least 
once a week. My favorite place for social interaction was the YMCA center; it sort of for me, was 
an ideal place to get to know someone. The Air Force people was like one large family and I felt 
comfortable around most; I suppose it was because of the variety, compared to the less varietal and 
cliquish Locals. I used to get little notes on my car (1968 Mustang) that I sometimes would not 
notice until someone would bring it to my attention. My looks apparently were good enough but 
my self-esteem suffered. I tried to forget those little notes, but deep inside, they boosted my 
confidence. One note, wrapped in a plastic baggy and tucked beneath the car’s wiper blade, said 
that she would have my child any time, any day. It was signed by a member of the family center, 
the YMCA. Later I learned that she was married and had 2 lovely and precocious daughters. 
Sandra was a beautiful, in her thirties, woman. She was one of the staff employees who oversaw 
the welcoming area. This was an excellent assignment for her; she had a bubbly but warm 
mannerism about her. She could sell a Rolex to a beggar, on consignment, who had no hope of 
paying her back. Sandra was one of a few women that I got involved with the 4 years I was 
stationed here. Susan, my first, was abandoned by her husband, leaving her with 2 boys. Not sure 
if she was an instrument of the Lord or not, but can say that the timing was on spot. Susan was the 
motherly, protective kind of person, who at that time, I needed most. It did not take long to 
“bond” (this was true for all my relationships) for it was like a page from the great Akashic record, 
that records all activity on Terra Firma. Our relationship was good, but as time passed, I became 
more disillusioned with my need for a mother and we eventually broke up. (We did cross paths 
later in my life but there was no feeling of need nor love between us, just kind of neutral). I will 
always miss her, for she was so kind and giving. She had suffered a nervous breakdown when her 
husband left the family and I suited her fine with my compassionate side. The age differential with 
most of my “relationships” with women was about 10 years or so. This affinity for older women 
was very strong, emotionally and sexually; it would have a seemingly, everlasting effect/control over 


me in my latter years, but slowly waned to almost nothing as I write this. 


Katie, now married for at least 2 years, contacted me and said she had found where our mother 
lived. We visited her and her second husband and 3 children. I felt ambivalent about the meet for 
I felt no love from her but was so happy that she was healthy and not in harm’s way. I told Sandra 


about this and she was helpful in understanding my life history and unusually empathetic as well. 


Sandra was a “trip”; I don’t think she had many problems and seemed self-actualized, never 
complaining, cussing or drinking. Her problem was she was not being happy with her marriage 
and was looking for someone to love and be loved. Well, after receiving that note she left, it got 
my attention for we dated for at least 2 years. It’s both scary and curious, but I do not remember 
having any fear of her husband, nor God, during our entire courtship. She had a little motherly 
characteristic, but overall, she was a free spirit with that “laissez-faire” attitude with others. My 
relationship was more a soul mate thing than lust or love. She was a sign of hope, however, 
because my relationship was not based on my “need” for a mother. Being married, Sandra and I 
would meet mostly at her job sites; one site was at the YMCA, the other at the Officer’s club. 
Usually our tryst was in the late to early afternoons after work. We would drive to some place on 
base that overlooked the water, for she loved large bodies of water. She would be like my personal 
docent taking me to places I was unfamiliar to me. The Chamberlain hotel at fort Monroe was 
her “escape” spot. This old hotel used to accommodate persons of notoriety, such as Edgar Allen 
Poe. Being on a peninsula, we were nearly surrounded by the water. We would walk the beach 
for miles holding hands and just smiling and laughing (no drugs and no Alcohol). This was a 
period in my life; however, whereby “weed” was first enjoyed without all the initial paranoia that 
goes with it. I remember driving to upstate New York with a fellow airman, whose home is in 
Geneva; we stayed nearby at his friends who owned a chinchilla farm for the weekend. We 
traveled 1000 miles, round trip, (1600 kilometers) just to score a “brick”. The trip back to LAFB 
was unexpectedly interrupted, for we got stopped by the state police for speeding; my car was 
checked over for opened containers of alcohol including the trunk. Luckily there was not a dog 
around, otherwise I may as well have kissed my honorable discharge goodbye. My roommate 
David could not rely on me for transporting contraband after that experience, but I would have to 


say that the “brick” helped him with his bills. 


Sharon told me later, as she got to know me better, that she was a member of a Wiccan covenant 
and wanted me to check it out. The location of the covenant was ın a large home near Chesapeake 
Avenue, the “Gold Coast” of Hampton that over looked the Norfolk Naval shipyard. The 4" of 
July firework display was simply exhilarating to me as the waters would reflect the streaming lights 
and the sounds, how they bounced off the water’s surface creating its own unique booms and 
bangs. I told her I was up to the task, and one clear, moon lit night, I was sitting in a circle of 
members, surrounded by medium sized stones. Outdoors would have been a better setting, but all 
ceremonies were performed, secretly, inside the Priestess’ home. Trying to understand what was 
happening during this meet, my mind drifted and then focused on God. I asked myself why these 
people were not going straight to him for help and guidance. Why worship nature, or why go 


through an intermediary when God is all around us; his holy spirit is a gift, so why not go to it? 


That thought was only micro seconds long, but it resonated with me throughout this ritual I was 


now a part of. 


Looking to my right, the Priest 1s holding up his athame, banishing a conjured spirit of Sandra’s 
father, whom I believe died while swimming and drown. It was getting to the point where her 
father’s spirit would not leave as she herself was having difficulty breathing as though she was 
drowning; he had to be banished by a chant, which had to be performed solely by the covenant’s 
priest. What I witnessed seemed so very real, but I was not frightened. The seance was over; I was 
offered a silver chalice by the High Priestess. I inquired what this signified and she asked me if I 
liked beer. Looking around the candle lit room, I could see clearly, each face as J partook of this 
drink.. In the spirit of things, I drank the beer and just smiled at everyone. This one member 
caught my eye. She was a woman of class but without the customary pomposity associated with 
money. There’s the nouveau rich and the vieux rich and Rosemary was the former. She had 
married an Army officer who later became a land developer. They had adopted two lovely girls 
and acquired two magnificent Great Danes, Thor and Caesar, one for Mary Margaret, the other 
for Mary Francis. It was this “fateful” night in October, 1975, that I met the resident of the home I 
drove to in 1972. She had at least 20 years on me but she carried herself well and she made one 
feel comfortable and mused. Being Sagittarius, Rosemary was idealistic and humorous, an overall 
personality that is indicative of all born in the span of 240-270 degrees of the zodiac, or from 
November 23" to December 21rst.; This whole combination of age difference and personality was 


very enticing for me. 


Sandra was the catalyst that joined our two lost souls: One without a husband, the other without a 
mother’s love. Rosemary intimated, later in our lives together, that she too had been sexually 
abused while in her early adolescence. Having to raise her daughters alone, the stress was too 
much and she too suffered a “set back” and turned to alcohol as the last vestige of stress release. 
Her Catholic family was successful in business and lived in a small town that bordered Ohio and 
Pennsylvania. With their frequent trips (mostly from her sister) to Hampton, I witnessed a strong 
and loving family who cared for her and for others. Rosemary was not interested much in the 
Wiccan way, for she was a true, practicing Catholic who wanted to become a nun. Most members 
of the covenant drank and that was comforting enough for her, especially being around people 
instead of being alone. I loved driving and that was like a god-send to her since she did not drive. 
Not certain what happened to her, but she needed a metronome to calm her the few times 


attempting to drive. 


That same week of meeting Rosemary, Sandra wanted to take me to her house. I did not ask her 


to do this but perhaps she wanted Rosemary and I to be together. Or, maybe Rosemary asked 


Sandra to bring me over. Sandra and I never made love and curiously enough, it was not part of 
our conversation. I had sold my Pontiac Grand Prix months earlier and was cabbing for a brief 
period before leaving Langley. When I entered her house, I never looked back and I knew for 
sure that I would be here for a good period of time. That moment was magical and I gave Sandra 
a big hug of thanks. We still saw one another but we both knew that our brief relationship would 
not last, least she got a divorce. I consider ourselves both fortunate that we did not make love, as it 
would be one of the 10 Commandments that would have been broken. She never urged me on 


sexually; as for me, it was perhaps a combination of fear and the absence of lust. 


Today I felt like I was on a grand tour of the world but with a blindfold to true love and objective 
direction, career wise. On a good note, though, perhaps this was an opportunity for me to not rely 
on “motherly needs and to forge ahead as a man instead of a little boy (hence the “angelic 
intervention) I am not certain what my true feelings were then, but I knew I needed the comfort of 
a good woman and a shelter from the outside world. When I explained to Rosemary about my 
“Twilight Zone” adventure, she just smiled as if she knew everything and offered me her 


hospitality. 


Drinking was on a high order for Rosemary. I went along and soon became her living, loving 
drinking partner. I did not see her bitterness for men when she was inebriated. I have yet to see 
her sober and only knew the “happy” Rosemary. This acrimony did not happen overnight, but was 
gradually unfolding and plateaued near the end of our 6-year relationship. I never told Rosemary 
about my particular needs because she was not motherly, and I thought she would never 
understand. We really got to know each other quickly, however, and enjoyed the spontaneity of 
each day. Education was key and it did not take long to further our knowledge and skills via 
college. I chose psychology (Industrial Engineering branch) and she, hotel/ motel management 
which was her true calling (perhaps a nun if not for her separation from her husband, Robb). The 
G.I. bill defrayed my school expenses and Rosemary’s monthly check (not alimony due to 
annulment issues) from Robb left her quite comfortable, financially. We shared a French class 
and studied together. We both received high marks in the written exams, and fair to middling in 
the oral tests. During the weekends, we would travel to our favorite watering hole in North 
Carolina. This particular place allowed one to bring their own liquor and they would place the 
bottles in an assigned locker. Customers paid for the accommodations which included the glass of 
ice and beverage if desired. Other trips entailed traveling to the races in Charleston, West Virginia 
and during spring break we would frequent her friends in Hilton Head Island; Massachusetts was 


our other place for visiting more friends of hers. “The restaurants were impeccable and highly 


unique. Driving in the comfort her 1972 Cadillac Calais, made all the easier for these longer trips 


and visits. 


Half way through college, I decided to join the Air National Guard and finish my 4-year degree 
after electronics school. I qualified for nearly all available disciplines but opted for the Aerospace 
Photography department which required a good background in math and electronics. Never 
having any previous knowledge or education in the field of electronics, I was able to eke out an 
acceptable score in the required math and moved on to “hands on” training and later in 
electronics theory. I had no long-range plans as to what this training would offer in the civilian 
world; I only knew that I wanted to go to a school that had a high ratio of girls to men. Lowry 
AFB was my choice for schooling; Only 6 miles southeast of downtown Denver, I imagined taking 
a bus to local bars on weekends checking out the activities of the night life. The Denver Broncos 
would be in the Super Bowl the following year, 1978, but lost to the Cowboys at the Mercedes- 
Benz Superdome, New Orleans, LA. This was also the year that Ali lost his heavyweight 


championship title to Leon (Neon) Spinks. 


My first night life tour covered a gay bar (should have been a clue by the bar’s name, The Jolly 
Jester”) which was immediately obvious as my eyes adjusted to the ambient light. I stayed for a 
drink and then another. I woke up in this guy’s apartment and had a wonderful breakfast and 
parted my ways; I did not ask; he did not say and that was fine with me. On post, I frequented the 
NCO club and played cards with a group of regulars who also ran a shot house nearby. I had 
more fun there at the house because one could have it all, including the scrumptious soul food that 
came with it (topless bars to me were trashy, but I did visit one). I was intimate with one of the 
“groups” girls there, and being a super-novice in maturity and the unpleasant facts, I wound up 
having to pay her. I got checked out at the post hospital to make sure I was fine since I did not 
come prepared, so to speak. I did not learn my lesson later in life, but was fortunate not to have 
any children or disease. Perhaps I was sterile or Just plain lucky? The lust part was easy but the 
love ingredient was not there; compassion always, but love was not felt, maybe because I did not 
get much of that. Father loved me and he was a good man; a father figure, however, he was not. I 
have to feel fortunate not getting tied up in any love relationship, for if I had, I would not have met 
Suzanne. (will get to her later). I could not stop looking and searching for any soul solace. I was 
not conscious of the psychology of it all then, and had I, I would not have stopped searching, 
believing that I needed these stepping stones of experience. I was always up front however, to 
whomever I met on a sexual basis. I met a nice-looking girl at the chow hall one morning and 
asked if she would like to get in line in front of me. She acquiesced and from there, we became 


friends. 


The Saudi Arabians stationed at Lowry were students that I had met during my 8-month stay here. 
It’s funny how I became friends. At first they were upset that I smoked Camel cigarettes for they 
felt ıt was a slam to them, I kind of understood what they felt, but continued smoking my favorite 
brand. Eventually, all was forgotten but they were a serious people and their curious humor was 
always welcomed, since I employed humor as a stress release mechanism. I was basically a man of 
solitude but whenever I went out to the bars, I would tag along with my 3 amigos (a name given to 
them later). After Leon Spinks won the heavy weight boxing title, my 3 amigos were highly 
incensed and our bar meets were much less. They just seemed to think that Ali could never lose 
to anyone, even in his later years. “The name Mohamed Ali, was chosen by Ali and his Muslim 
“brothers”, I believe, for the simple fact that he was the Egyptian Bedouin who discovered the clay 
pots that contained some of the Dead Sea Scrolls. This new name also purged his given surname 
by the white man. Still friends, however, I was able to buy a car from one of them for only 400.00 
dollars; ıt was a 1974 Chevy Vega and in very good shape. I had planned on flying back home 
after graduation but decided to drive cross-country in my new car. After graduation, I was very 
eager to take this 1700-mile trip; I traveled non-stop to Indiana (the long route in lieu of traversing 
the mountains of West Va,) and parked off the highway and slept for hours; I was awakened by a 
tapping sound on my driver’s side window of a State policeman’s flashlight whom was on patrol 
that particular morning. He made certain that I was both awake and sober before moving on. I 
made a surprise visit to my sister’s home in Virginia before returning home to Hampton. Back 
then, everything seems simple and easy; today, I feel uncomfortable behind the wheel and drive 
only when necessary. Have you ever experienced “driver’s hypnosis”? Well if you haven’t, try 
driving through Kansas. After driving for so long, the road seemed to be moving while the car 


seemed to be stationary. 


Soon after safely arriving at Rosemary’s, I sold the Vega to a friend who needed a car. I sold it to 
him for 400.00 dollars and purchased a Toyota Corona from my next-door neighbor, Kit. The 
Toyota did not last long as the timing belt broke upon starting it; luckily I was at home. Pve been 
fortunate enough that most problems with vehicles have been close to or at home. It was good to 
be back home and Rosemary could not wait to get back to school. We both have met some fine 
friends and are friends today, at least for me. One of Rosemary’s friend’s son, Tommy, 
introduced me to his friend, Jerry Peterssen. He was living ın his parents’ previous home, for this 
home suffered fire damage due to an electrical problem and they had to relocate. Jerry’s father 
had been provident enough to have purchased several homes in the Hampton Roads area, and he 
eventually had them as rentals. Jerry was in the process of writing a book inspired by a “Direct 
Perception” experience; he wanted to be an “expert” or an authority in any field that the “world” 


was willing to grant him. As of this day, he and I will soon publish a book of arcane knowledge, 


written for children but with an underlying metaphysical theme for the adult reader. I later 
graduated with honors and was ready to transfer to a 4-year college to further my studies in 
Psychology. I wanted to get my Masters in Industrial Engineering but never finished. A B/A in 
psychology was not enough education for anything that would have much prospects for a better 
income. My degree at least convinced employers that at least I was educable and therefore a good 
candidate for hire. Rosemary continued her education and called herself a “professional student” 
which was an appropriate title for her as she was a good student with a great, social personality. She 
too had met Helga Olsen who knew a person she wanted Rosemary to meet. His name was Glenn 
Sandgrun of Sweden who desired living in the U.S. Not much time expired before he became a 
resident of Rosemary’s home. He lived with us for at least 2 years and there was never a dull 
moment with him. He spoke excellent English and wanted to be an active member of Amway 
(before their violation of the “Prize Chits and Money Circulation Schemes” in 1979). The house 
was large enough to accommodate a class of eager entrepreneurs, who were recruited by him, who 
wanted to learn as much as they could about this lucrative enterprise. Glenn was also a pilot 
instructor at a nearby airport; at a very young age, his future seemed promising and successful. 
Rosemary’s estranged husband also was successful as he made his first million, years ago, as a land 
developer in Hampton and Newport News. Not long afterwards, I had moved out and continued 
college. Rosemary and I continued our friendship via visits and phone conversations. She was a big 


help for me and I cannot think of what I would have done or be without her love and care. 


I graduated in 1984 and was now living again with Ann who lived not far from Rosemary. I saw 
her at a pizza restaurant and she was alone, waiting for a takeout order. It’s funny how fate deals 
its hand because our second attempt to live with one another worked out a great deal better for 
both. My problems, coupled with hers were indeed serious, but we got along fine and I was able to 
get some motherly attention, while she gained a solid foundation of confidence from my need and 
compassion for her. After about a few more years, I moved out and got a room in a boarding 
house minutes from where we lived. Ann was able to find a nice place for me to live as she knew 
the person who owned this huge, 3-story house. The owner, Mrs. James, found me attractive and 
wanted me to herself. I don’t know why I was strong enough to resist her forwardness and lust for 
she was the ideal type for my psychological needs; my bond with Ann, perhaps was the reason 
why. Mrs. James wanted me to help remove the tight girdle she wore as she encountered problems 
taking it off. I am thinking, the audacity of this old woman, asking me to do such a thing for I 
barely knew her, plus, I was still seeing Ann. She tried to put a stop to Ann’s visitation and was 
successful keeping her away. I eventually moved into another place that was looking for a roomer 
for her upstairs vacancy. Her name was Mrs. Hollingsworth and both she and Mrs. James were 
friends looking for potential roomers, ostensibly for rent, but it was apparent that it was more 
about their libido; I felt like the rent money was payment for sex I was afraid to make love to Mrs. 
Hollingsworth because of her heart complications. She enticed me in many subtle ways and it 
turned me on; but I just could not commit myself to her desires. We were very compatible, 
however and I enjoyed living in this upper-crust neighborhood that was a few blocks from 
Rosemary’s. Mrs. Hollingsworth and Rosemary became friends and would conversate for long 
periods of time on the phone. While able to drive, she relied on me or her son (Astronomer at 
Flagstaff, AZ.) to perform home repairs, etc. I meanwhile held a part-time job at the AMC 
theaters. My rent was only 25 dollars a week and I had plenty of time to self-reflect on my life and 


plan on a viable, more stable future ahead. 


Deep inside, I was still searching for that person who would eventually become my soul mate. It 
would not be for at least 25 years before that momentous event would come to fruition. With a 
degree, 6 years of military and the social graces of rosemary’s affluence, boosted my self- 
confidence. I had held minor part-time jobs meanwhile and Ann was receiving monies from social 
services, etc. She was too distraught for any type of job for her separation took a large part of her 
life and soul. Some people are stronger and are able to cope but there are far too many who never 
get themselves together enough to enjoy an independent life style. It was time now to move on, 
again, as fate introduced me to Ellen. Mrs. Hollingsworth was in the hospital at this untimely event 
and I wanted to see her before I left. I wanted to give her my love and gratitude for all that she has 


done for me. I was happy to know that she loved the little garden and a dogwood tree that I had 


recently planted. Her relatives were at the house and I bid them farewell. I learned from 
Rosemary that Mrs. Hollingsworth had expired and now awaiting the final judgment for all. I 
believe she will be one of the few, along with Rosemary and Suzanne, to become the “wheat” for 


the Lord’s harvest during Christ’s eventual “second coming”. 


It was now 1988. I was living alone and barely making ends meet. The trailer park that I lived at 
had a bad reputation; old and decrepit trailers surrounded by crying children, mud holes and gun 
fire was the norm here. I was reticent to Ellen’s request to move in with me. (another holy 
intervention?) Not certain where her previous residence was, but if ıt was any worse than this trailer 
park, then she was most welcomed. I felt sorry for her but later learned that she had an above- 
average IQ. She helped me moving out of the previous home and was instrumental in landing me 
my first, full-time job at a local banking business in Hampton. AFCU was a 6-story building built 
on the property that Robb had developed earlier. The land was considered “swampy” but now it is 
a burgeoning area of businesses, very similar to the Midlothian area in Chesterfield county, 
Virginia. Ellen was hired as a data controller in AFCU’s computer center on the third floor and I 
was hired as the assistant building engineer; Frank, the building engineer, was in need of an 
assistant for he was getting up in age; his responsibilities, along with its 100 plus employees and 
rental space personnel, and its satellite offices, were an extreme burden on him. I could not have 
asked for a better opportunity to work alongside finer place nor personnel.. The AFCU property 
was managed by a local and successful property management team. I became their 2™ assistant 
building engineer; the first assistant was in the business’s home building. We both where assigned 
Class A properties that sprawled an area of 30-plus square miles but most buildings were located 
in industrial park sites of both Hampton and Newport News. I remember our first purchase of a 
late model Volkswagen Quantum, turbo-diesel, 5-speed. The interior was so whisper-quiet similar 
to Rosemary’s ‘84 Audi and driving it was a sheer delight compared to her previous Ford Pinto. I 
was getting close to 600 miles on a tank of fuel or about 42 miles per gallon. Music theme songs 
with my time with Ellen included bands, such as “Blue in Heaven”, “Echo&The Bunnymen” 
(astronaut Gene Cernan’s favorite band), “Wire” and “Amon Duul” from Germany. Our theme 
song was “Bring on the Dancing Horses by “Echo & the Bunnymen”. I first met Ellen at the 
“Omelet Shoppe” located near the Hampton coliseum and the AMC theaters where I currently 
worked. She was walking an elderly gentleman to his hotel room for he had had too much to 
drink. When I saw this, I automatically rushed to her aide to ensure she was safe. The Sheraton 
hotel was only 150 feet behind the shoppe, but it was late and the area’s ambient lighting was 


minimal. This good deed awarded me the eventual employment at AFCU. My relationship with 


Ellen was a semi-motherly one as she was not the age nor the particular phenotype that I had 
grown to enjoy. She told me that she was seeing a psychiatrist concerning her multiple personality 
issue. I remember sitting in the car at his office during her last session and final visit; as she was 
walking toward me, she kept saying, “I am free”. This was a momentous event in Ellen’s life for all 
of those incessant and ubiquitous voices of personalities that filled her head were finally erased. 
She compared those voices to a radio with a static background. Nothing changed in our 
relationship; however, except now she was more focused and better off at her new job at AFCU. I 
am not sure as to who she knew that landed her this propitious, and “out of the blue” job, but 
without her, at my moment ın time, I had no clue as to what I was going to do for the betterment 
of my life. God works through others for help and direction; it’s not that mysterious, the ways he 


helps others. 


During our waning years, Ellen and I shared New Year’s on the Potomac overlooking the 
reflecting pool in D.C. Her daughter’s boyfriend invited us on his yacht, “Princess of the 
Potomac”, that momentous Monday night. The sounds of the indigenous area and the whaling 
horns of the watercraft before and during the firework display left a poignant, but a warm memory 
in my heart to this day. Again, not sure why we separated, but we were still employed at the same 


spot where our relationship began. 


About 2 years later, at AFCU, I was introduced to Elaine by her sister Carla, an AFCU employee. 
It was a Saturday morning and while policing the grounds, I noticed 2 women walking slowly 
toward me. Carla motioned me to come near her and talk. I was remembering weeks ago, Carla 
asking me if I was married and immediately realized what was happening. As I walked closer to 
them, I remembered seeing Elaine with her sister on the floor that Carla worked. I was not too 
interested at the time for I was busy and did not realize that they were “scoping me out”. I took a 
deep breath and applied my “happy face look” the closer I got. While being introduced to Flaine, 
I was handed a nice shirt by her and she said “happy belated birthday”. I was wanting to run away 
and look back, hoping that they would disappear; but on the same moment, I felt great inside 
knowing that all approved of me. My self-confidence at that moment was not good because I was 
not living for “today” but living in the past; however, I realized someone upstairs was helping me 
again and that smile became a genuine one. In return for the gift, I invited both to my Boss’ 
Christmas party being held at the Radisson hotel near Hampton University. Carla could not make 
it due to previous holiday plans at home but Elaine agreed. Her great husband had died not too 
long ago, on a Thanksgiving Day at Elaine’s grandmother’s. I recall Elaine telling me later that her 
parents had just left the house and on their way to take their turkey out of the oven. But, on the 


way home, they both noticed a light descending from the moonlit, night sky, a brilliant, white 


globed-shaped light. As they drove further they noticed the light nearing Elaine’s grandmother’s 
house. When they arrived home, they telephoned Elaine and told her about this unusual light they 


had seen. Elaine was about to call them to explain that her husband had passed on. 


I was escorted by a patrol car that followed me close to Elaine’s home (she and her children were 
currently living with her parents) that evening of our first date. I was eager to introduce my fellow 
employees to my new friend and forgot all about the police car behind me. As I was looking for 
the street sign she lived on, I saw red and blue flashing lights reflecting off the street sign and pulled 
over in a great panic and fear. I had had a few drinks before leaving home and was sure that I 
would be arrested on the spot. The officer asked me where I was headed and I told him the 
address. He knew the family and warned me that I had crossed the middle line marker several 
times. I told him that I was not familiar with the area and that I would be more careful. I was 
expecting him to say get out of the car, but he did not and said that he had never seen my car 
before and was keeping a careful watch of the neighbor. I could not believe his calm mannerism 
as though he knew me and everything was all right. We had a good night together during the 
Christmas party. Elaine did not drink and was my designated driver; I had too much to drink 
toward the end and I could sense Elaine’s mood; she had problems with her father and husband’s 
drinking. Everybody, even most designated drivers, were legally intoxicated. But all went well and 
everyone, as far as I know, made it home safely. It was not too long afterwards when I curtailed 
my drink to a total abstinence, for I knew that soon, I would be confronted with marriage. With 
two children, and a widowed mother, it did not look good, me living under the same roof. I was 
not ready for marriage and I could have left and moved back home, but the longer I was with the 
family, the more resigned and adjusted to a married life. My manhood was not 100 percent (still 
needing that maternal love and care) and I was afraid of not being a viable father and husband for 
all. This haunting thought of not being “enough” stayed with me to this day. But, there are always 
two sides to the story, so it is written, for Elaine had no problems with my situation and the 


children and family loved me. 


Elaine soon rented an apartment (coincidentally owned by Robb, Rosemary’s estranged husband) 
after a brief period of dating. She was glad to get away from her parents and continue the 
independent life she once had. The family was close, though, with none of the customary 
bickering or consternation witnessed around the world these days. I was currently employed with 
the property manage business but a merger was soon to happen which many employees, including 
myself, were handed their severance pay. It was time to leave my apartment and decide whether to 
leave for home or move in with Elaine and eventually get married. It was August, 1995 that we 


were married by a Justice of the Peace in Yorktown, Va. just a few miles away from “our” 


apartment home. Our honeymoon was brief, due to insufficient funds, but we spent a few nights at 
Nags Head, N.C. 


I had a part-time job (while still employed by the management team) with a family owned cleaning 
business that had several cleaning contracts with some of the properties managed by my previous 
employer. Being in management, I supervised a team of their cleaners and also sought potential 
cleaning contracts that covered a wide berth of Va. cities. I was successful in getting a few contracts 
for this janitorial business which included a major contract proposal at my alma mater. After a 
year or so, I sought employment at a large grocery chain and eventually got into the management 
department. I was severely depressed during these times and left for home to my dad’s. I 
continued with the grocery chain, but had to take a lesser pay scale position, that of a stocker, since 
the management department was full. Back in a soul-searching mode, I traveled to the mountains 
and stayed for a while with my friends. This was during the time of Hale-Bopp (a comet that 
passed earth and visible in early 1997) and a true turning point in my life. After a brief stay, I 
returned home to my father’s and we had a long talk about the unpleasant facts. I was told politely, 


suck it up and face the responsibilities of married life and give it another chance. 


Elaine had moved to her original home that she and her husband had lived. It was rented out to 
her friends who were behind in payments; Upon my return, I performed minor renovations to this 
old house and after a while, put the house on the market. It did not take long to sell since it was in 
a prime real estate area. Elaine had her sights on a condominium (again, owned by Robb) that she 
was interested in and the price was within our combined income and savings. This major turn in 
my life was good and things started looking up; I was less depressed and felt like a new person. I 
was hoping and praying that my soul-searching days were finally over, for now we had a new home 
together and Elaine was trying to put her past behind her and start a new life, once again. I 
continued with my grocery manager’s position at the grocery store, I once left and all was looking 


good, so I thought. 


My father passed away 9 months before 9/11, 2001 just before we moved in our new home. Elaine 
was most comforting and understanding during this time and my heart will always be with her for 
this. Soon afterwards, about a year in our new home, Rosemary had passed on and I felt the 
whole world had turned in a different direction. The gradual and unrelenting grief I was 
experiencing drove me once again to the soul-searching mode. Elaine sensed this, for I did not 
communicate my feelings too well, and she proposed that we take a trip to a park on the northern 
neck peninsula near the Potomac river on this side of Washington, D.C. (my second visit near the 
Potomac river between Ellen and Elaine). This was extremely helpful and we all loaded up our 


camping gear and bikes and headed toward the area where George Washington used to live. 


During our first trip to this State park, we chose a cabin with A/C for her son had invited his friend 
along with us. The second trip entailed a tent whereby we thought we could “rough it” and get a 


real taste of the outdoors. 


Our first venture to the park was truly wonderful and nothing could have gone wrong, hence our 
second visit here. Westmorland park, as it is named, is on the south bank of the Potomac river 
and it is a Bald eagle sanctuary. The Olympic-size pool was the spot we visited most. It overlooked 
the river and the Key bridge, if my research is correct. I would take my bike and follow the 
narrow, macadam road, down to the pool. The hill on the way back to the cabin was a challenge 
and I would bike up that hill while sitting on the bike’s seat. Our second favorite spot was at the 
beach area; a quarter mile trek on the beach trail through the woods leads one to this magnificent 
and fun hunting ground for shark teeth. This site was closer to the mouth of the 400-hundred-mile 
river which feeds into the Chesapeake Bay. One time while searching for shark’s teeth, Keith 
(Elaine’s son) found a 3” tooth that was pointing out of the bed of sand. He was so thrilled since 
the average size teeth we found measured no more than 1.5” or less. I did not want to break his 
heart and tell him that I had purchased this shark tooth earlier that morning from a local souvenir 
store. I had in mind to tell him the truth, but after witnessing his excitement, I could not and 
would not deflate his pride nor exhilaration. The second prank I pulled was at the park’s 
cemetery. On the third night at the park, I gathered everyone and told them about how I had 
planned all of us to visit a small cemetery near the parks entry. Ostensibly, I was to go to the local 
store to get some beverages and chips but unbeknownst to Keith, I was going to hide in the woods 
and wait for the crew to visit this site, during the night of course. As the family approached the 
cemetery, I had made the sound of a moaning animal. I had my flashlight and covered the light so 
that a red glow would appear. Upon hearing this moaning sound and seeing the red glow, scared 
the wits out of Keith and his friend Brian so much that they ran away, leaving both mother and 


sister laughing their butts off. 


The second visit involved camping out with a tent. This was fun up to the point where a tree 
branch had fallen on the tent and ripped a gashing hole for one to see the star-lit sky. The heat 
was our real enemy though and the visit was cut short. Overall, we truly loved the park and it was 
always a topic of discussion in our recanting of fond memories. These trips took my mind off the 
depressing thoughts I had, up to a point. Life at our new home was nice and on higher ground. 
When it rained along with the high winds, flooding was the norm. It was nice not having to tread 
through these flood waters every time one would want to go to the store, etc. Our condo was 


located smack in the middle of the complex and sitting out front was like one being a picture on 


exhibition-- no privacy whatsoever. I felt closed in and alone in my misery over the loss of my two 
closest friends on Earth. It was difficult to talk about and my mindset was on running away mode 
from everything. I had lost my need for the motherly love from Elaine and soon went in to a soul- 
searching situation, once again. After about nearly a year of this, I told Elaine, much to her 
surprise, that I wanted to leave her; her daughter was married, but Keith was still living with her. I 
had no clue as to where to go but continued my Job at the grocery store and felt like a stranger 
living with Elaine. I met Paula, a married woman at the store, who was a regular customer. She 
too was basically in the same situation, looking for something different in life. She was sexually 
abused by her next store neighbor while her parents were away at work. At age 12, she was alone 
for at least 3 hours before her mother would return from her part-time job nearby. She had this 
curious hatred for men who were of the jock type and blondes. She gave me a note one evening at 
the store and told me to call her if I was interested. After about 2 months, I agreed to be with her. 
We had purchased a trailer and moved in it directly from our homes. My motherly needs were 
once again satisfied, as I had transferred now to another woman who had the traits I thought I 
needed. ‘Today, I could never have done this to my wife or anyone else as I have slowly matured 
into a responsible and God-fearing man; and when looking back, I feel so ashamed of myself, 


enough to commit suicide. 


Life with Paula was fun during the outset of our relationship. Her husband was fine with this for 
he learned to hate his wife. He continued raising their two sons during the five years of absence 
from Paula. She would visit her sons and husband frequently as if they would always be friends. 
Her sons were very close to their mom and resented her being with anyone but their Dad. Later 
we learned that the park we lived in was to be developed into an apartment complex. We were 
not told by the seller of the trailer about this and we eventually had to move the home to another 
park in the northern part of Gloucester, Va. This park was just as nice and clean, with owners only 
—no rentals. This would be the final home for me until the end of our relationship. Elaine was 
aware of my need for a mother’s love for her husband had been abused and shared the same need. 
She used this psychological need to her advantage, a sort of self-aggrandizement, to boost her self- 
confidence. She made fun of my need when telling others about me. She needed more attention 
for her needs than with mine, for she was lazy and just wanted to eat, sleep and make love. She 
was not caring about her husband as far as his childhood abuse and was rather cavalier and 
insensitive to his and that of mine. Paula had recurring nightmares of being chased by a 
“boogeyman.” I was able to discern why as she had an extreme guilt complex for not being with 
her much loved mother when she passed away. Her father had called for her to come to the 
house, as her mother was not feeling well. Paula had stopped at Hardee’s to get a breakfast biscuit 


on the way home, but was too late, for her mother was already dead. She blamed herself for not 


being home before her mother’s death, which I had surmised was the reason why she had those 
insidious nightmares. Once I brought this to her attention, explaining to her that no one was to 
blame, her nightmares were no longer and she had gotten more sleep, and interestingly enough, 


less occurrences of her migraines. 


At this time, Paula had recently landed a Job at a gift shop in Williamsburg; I had earlier quit my 
Job at the grocery store to cash in my retirement monies to help pay for the trailer. I got a job at a 
nationally known pest control, exterminating company. We had a water bug infestation at the 
previous location and some got a free ride to the new trailer park. The technician who treated our 


home worked for this company and they were hiring at this time. 


These newly acquired jobs worked out nice for the both of us; Paula never had to work when living 
with her husband, but with my paltry income, she had no choice. As I got to know Paula better, I 
realized that she was all for self, with no love to share and no spontaneous smiles or laughter. 
Inside, she was but a little hurt girl; I have witnessed this behavior when we argued. Most, if not all 
our arguments stemmed from her extreme, yet unfounded jealousy. The only glue that keep me 
with her at this point was not her motherly aspect, but her desire to control the man she was with. 
This control turned me on sexually and it brought out the “little boy” that was hidden inside. I 
attribute my aberrant behavior to Inga’s seductiveness and control over me, which somehow 
“fused” to my sexual drive and my general behavior toward at least half the woman I’ve been with. 
My sexual desire to be controlled was extremely pervasive and strong; I had broken up briefly with 
Paula due to a physical argument which landed me in jail for a few days. I was on my laptop, 
which she abhorred, and she charged at me and tried to push me and computer to the floor. I was 
chatting with my cousin concerning her mother’s recent death, and planned to attend her funeral. 
My laptop was damaged and I caught myself from falling. She attempted again but I was able to 
block her forward motion and she fell back against our kitchen oven. She got up, apparently not 
hurt and stormed out of the house. That next morning, I hear a rap on the door so I quickly get 
out of bed in my pajamas and answered the door. It was the police who charged in and 
handcuffed me for a domestic battery charge issued by Paula. I was lucky not to lose my Job for it 
was the weekend and I did not have to report to the office on a daily basis. Needless to say, I 
moved out and returned to my wife who, cautiously but graciously, accepted my request. The over 
powering sex bond I had for Paula was still with me, but not with Elaine; my sophomoric decision 
to base a relationship on sex was my eventual demise as I left my wife broken hearted with hatred 
and returned to a woman who wanted me for her sex slave. I was at my darkest moment now ın 
the arms of Satan, for I had forsaken the Lord by breaking his commandments. There was no 


way out but to give myself to him and I prayed for at least a month for someone to be in my life. I 


would ask the Lord to lead me to a person who needed me and me them. It was the laptop 
(replaced for new one at no charge) that linked Suzanne and I, in 2008; I never would have 
thought that I would stoop so low as to find the woman of my life on a dating service, but knew it 


was he who made all of thıs possible. 


I was eventually fired from my Inspector/Salesman job due to my domestic unrest affecting my 
performance, but held on to my part-time job as a stocker at a local grocery chain. It was this job 
that helped me get myself back together and prepare my move to Suzanne’s. It took months of 
driving the 100-mile round-trip from work to her home. I eventually moved in and continued my 
grocery job in Richmond as a stocker and was later promoted to grocery manager, up until the 


time of my retirement. 


Suzanne and I were like two friends who were separated early in life, like two high school 
sweethearts, whose paths have crossed once again. Fate and prayer have united our souls in dire 
need of love and companionship. My needs were met without having to say anything; she was 


aware of my needs for she had a humble and kindred heart to share and a genuine intuitiveness. 


As for my past life with Paula, it was difficult to “connect”, as we both had emotional problems 
which did not make for a meaningful and growing relationship. With her many physical assaults on 
me (she had 30-40 lbs. over my weight of 140) precipitated by her deep and pernicious jealousy 
was a heavy price to pay for my sexual gratification. If not for the jealousy, I may have stayed 
longer with her. I believe I had dared the Devil by accepting her request to be with me. I thought I 
was strong enough to say “no” to her request to get together. I deserved every minute with Paula, 
suffering in the pits of hell for my transgressions to my wife and the Lord. I hope that there was 
something good ın me that she enjoyed and kept in her heart; but realistically, her resentment for 
men was probably reinforced by my physical defensiveness. I can honestly say that I have never 
attacked anyone in my life in a physical manner; only in defense, have I succumbed to such 
atavistic and sometimes inescapable physicality. Paula had later intimated to me, soon after our 
breakup, how her strong and pernicious jealousy interfered with her new boyfriend, for he had 
threatened to leave her. Her husband, too, could not breath under her dominance nor accept her 


love after making love to his best friend. 


Life with Suzanne marked the gradual unfolding of my emotional problems with women. She 
nurtured me, so to speak, and accepted my problems with a keen understanding, an 
understanding that I surprisingly experienced with my previous relationships. I was not afraid to 
open up to Suzanne because I knew her love for me, a love I rarely witnessed in others. From 


2009 to 2014, I drank heavily; The combination of feeling her hurt and a gradual full-fledged 


acceptance of the Lord, made me want to quit drinking, “cold turkey”, for now I saw myself, for 
the first time, objectively: The man I saw was not the man I wanted to be nor the man I truly am. It 
was 2018, on my birthday (a gift to me from me and the Lord) when I quit smoking, again, “cold 
turkey.” I never thought of the money that would be saved not having these two pernicious habits; 
I was paying Five-hundred a month to Elaine (we settled out of court) and the money I spent on 
cigarettes and booze only compounded my finances. Traveling together now was much safer and 
less stinky inside our Taurus and Honda station wagon. Getting out of the house was most 
welcomed to Suzanne, for she did not enjoy driving and felt uncomfortable doing so. Her 
gregarious and unassuming nature was a “hit” for me; she was not solely dependent on me for 
conversation and social interaction and was either on the phone, checking in on someone’s welfare 
or spending valuable time socializing with her friends and new comers at the local YMCA. I was 
able to breathe, not like my previous relationship with Paula, whose dependent nature smothered 
me. According to astrology, I was born under a cardinal sign and my personality sign, “Air” (one 


of the four zodiacal elements), kept me in a constant flux of movement and action. 


I had not seen nor spoken to brother Sam since Thanksgiving, many years ago, at sister Katie’s and 
her second husband, Mitch. I was so thankful and honored to be with Katie and her family; they 
were all active in church and community activities, as such. Her two sons, including her husband, 
were the salt of the earth in my opinion. I later saw Sam with a dear friend of his, shopping at the 
store where I was employed; I was so elated and briefly forgot my duties, and walked up and gave 
him a big hug. He was somewhat surprised seeing me as I was transferred to his favorite grocery 
store not long ago. Again, that “connection and guidance I received was inevitably that of our 
Lord’s. I had earlier prayed for a sign from our Father, in what decision I should make of either 
staying at my original store or the one where I saw Sam. The original store, only a few miles away 
from the other, was near the home of Inga’s son, William. He and his wife were very close to my 
Dad from the first time they met back in 1963 up until Dad’s death in 2001. Our family was very 
close spiritually but scattered, physically, most of our lives. After seeing Sam, that exciting 
moment, I was able to stay in contact with him. If I did not call him soon enough, Suzanne would 


call, as she was the “glue” that kept all of our friends and family “together.” 


Life now seemed more cohesive and meaningful, especially allowing both Suzanne and the Lord in 
my heart. It took me a very long time to achieve this union, a union I never felt in my earlier 
years. I remember Rosemary’s little drawing of me as a dot in the center of a circle that read, “an 
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open heart will allow others to enter” "This was a constant reminder and lesson for me and she 
taped it on the refrigerator door for all to see. I have been accused of moving too fast in many 


ways, but the slow churn of movement toward the warm light of truth and togetherness, was indeed 


a slow one. Not being of a jealous nature nor dependent for much social activity, was ideal for 
Suzanne, for she loved travel and “getting out of the house”. Her brother lived in Florida and she 
had friends in Texas, California, Ohio, and many more here in Virginia. I never once made her 
feel guilty traveling alone for visits, as I was more comfortable in the thought that she was able to 
do this and it allowed me the opportunity to accomplish needed repairs and projects here at home. 
At home, the “Y” and church was our together time. I later became an assistant property manager 
under the tutelage of a very fine staff and not long after that, Suzanne volunteered her time as part 
of the front-end welcoming staff. The “little church on the hill” was ideal, for its members and 
minister were so down to earth, without the pretentiousness witnessed in most churches I was 
aware of. This little church is where Suzanne and I received our nuptial vows via our minister. I 
was apparently nervous as I was trying to kiss the bride before placing the ring on her finger; it was 
all so extemporaneous and unpolished but I would not have had it any other way. I broke the 
“honeymoon” tradition and wanted Suzanne to visit her first child’s graveside near her childhood 
home in Orange county. It would seem weird for most to do something so different, but I knew 


that Suzanne would approve, for in my heart it was just the right thing to do at that time. 


Do you believe in coincidences? Well, I do not. What we call coincidences, to me, is nothing but 
God working in “mysterious ways” syndrome. It is not mysterious if you know that he works 
through people for causal events. In 1964, began those long trips to the farm on weekends until 
we finally settled in, in 1966. Our shop on main street in Orange was only a walk away from 
Suzanne’s home; she left for work in Alexandria (I was born in Alexandria) in 1964, only months 
after her graduation: we could have crossed paths before she left, since we shopped in Orange for 
our supplies and groceries. Our place of business did not open until 1965, for certain in 1966. 
This was my home base after school where I could do my homework or help out in the shop. 
Twice I have experienced events that later turned out to become part of my reality, life. It was like 
God's hint for better things to come in my life; I am sure that I am not the only one who has 


realized this phenomenon to be the actions/intervention of his angels. 


Now ın the midst of Covid-19, I cannot think of anyone else to be with for the exception of family. 
These trying times have bankrupt some, killed many and has changed the “norm” of each person’s 
life to a new and different one. We purchased an exercise machine to help take the place of the 
ones we used at the “Y.” We picked up new hobbies, in the creative department, such as Diamond 
Painting for Suzanne and acrylic painting for me (have not started, but I have all the necessary 
items to begin). We both are hoping we can regain the social activity at the “Y” soon. It may not 
be the same until a vaccine 1s approved, and then, we really can’t say for certain that life, especially 


social life, will ever be the same. Perhaps in the long short of it all, the change will be necessary 


for our undetermined future ahead. This year Suzanne’s vacation and her visit to her brother’s will 
unfortunately not become a reality. We do hope to continue visiting local friends and family, 
however, and look forward to Thanksgiving at sister Katie’s up in the country, not far from 
Charlottesville, Va. Now that our granddaughter ıs ın college, we can plan to visit her ın those 
beautiful Blue Ridge mountains where the college is ensconced. Traveling will be limited, but we 
have accepted this and learned to enjoy life at home in a different, yet more constructive manner. 
The Internet has been a great tool for communication in many faceted areas of life. I do not know 
what I would do without it, for it has made this book possible for all to read. One day soon, 
though, I see myself being unplugged from the net and relying solely on my phone (without a data 
plan) and my tablet for reading all of those free PDF’s books P've downloaded throughout the 
years. My bike will come in handy as well for further physical exercise to augment the machine in 
our living room. Watching TV. or reading a book while exercising on our “Exerpeutic” machine 
is our “New Norm” and will continue to be, even after a total re-opening of the YMCA and other 
social events. This scar on the “soul of our nation” will soon heal. Optimistically, this suffering 
and random killings and destruction will soon be over. Maybe, just maybe, what we have learned 


from this will help us prepare us yet for another virus that may rear its ugly head. 


A little over the mid-point of our 12 years together, a gradual change in my behavior has changed 
for the better. Had I not changed, though, Suzanne would still have accepted me due to her love 
for me and the Lord. I feel relieved of this burden, somewhat like Ellen’s relief and riddance of 
her multiple personalities. Thank you, Suzanne for your unrelenting love for me. With all that 


you have gone through and the loss of a child, you have kept your faith in me and the Lord. 


EPILOGUE 


My journey in this physical life was a test of my faith in the Lord and a living testimony of my lost 
soul, in its continual and arduous quest for a perfect union with another soul/spirit. My ego, or 
rather superego would not allow me to accept God intellectually. It took many years of trial and 
error to realize that God should be approached from my heart and only my heart. One does not 
have to be smart or bright for God to love us; he only asks us to open our heart to him without 
any mediation from man. Listen to your heart before listening to man’s word and spurious 
interpretation of scripture, for I have been more of a follower in this sense instead of approaching 
our Father directly. I have witnessed on a few occasions during my church days, preachers not 
preaching the word but using their position as a platform for their own interpretation. Satan rules 
this earth for now and one has to be alert and less dependent on someone else’s interpretation of 
the bible. I believe God will lead anyone to the truth, whether it be in church or on the streets. 
The truth is not dependent on a building, statue or any specific person, but simply through one’s 
heart. I could give a dissertation on the words “truth” and “heart”, but this ıs a simple 


autobiography, not a research paper. 


I would like to say that “now” 1s the only time for change; I am certain that you have your own 
story to tell the world and immediate kin. With the advent of the internet, free self-publishing ıs 
now possible. I hope this little voice can encourage those who do not believe in themselves nor 
God; if I can do it, so can you! If it is love you need, ask God to send you someone who cares as I 
have asked. Stop looking and start believing, for new things and situations will be viewed from a 
more discerning and caring mindset. One would say that I should hate the ones who abused me 
and perhaps I really do; my feelings though are of caring for others in a compassionate approach. 
I may not like someone, but I will never hate them. For example, Inga’s behavior toward me 
could have happened to someone else in my place. I did not take anything personal, intellectually, 
and had it not been me, it would have occurred to someone else in her life. Her behavior is 
deeply rooted in her to make her what she was then. Like me, my behavior today reflects my life 
line then. Some can see it and comment on how they like this but hate that. It is wise to take both 
and learn and adjust from there. I use to be very defensive but was unaware of it until people 
brought it to my attention. It took a while to correct this, but now I feel like a new person, 


unshackled by my worst enemy, that enemy being myself. 


I utter these words daily, words written by Jesus Christ, for those to know and 


believe. 
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